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Tux Author of the following Paraphrase 
feels the necessity of apologizing to the Public 
for the numerous defects: of it, and to express his 
Sincere wish that the task of exposing the unmanly 
insolence and bombast resentment of the French 
Declaration, with the stigma which they would 


fix upon the principles of that party, commonly 
called the Opposition, had fallen to some abler 


pen. He trusts, however, that he has advanced 


nothing in which he is not fully supported by the 


IV 

Declaration of the French Gove rnment, and by 
the literal interpretation of their favorite adage 
Delenda est Carthago. Without taking upon him 
to determine the designs of 9 he wishes 
to shew in what light they are regarded by those 


who profess themselves the determined enemies of 


this country. Occupied himself in pursuits which 
fully engage his time, he wishes rather to urge 
those who have more leisure and more; ability to 


expose the folly and vanity of this production of 
the Gallic Legislature, than to exhibit himself as 


AN' AUTHOR. 


DELE VDA EST CARTHAGO. 


Væ ; glorious ſons of renovated Gaul, 225/619 4 
Who ſet up mobs, and bid their rulers fall. 
Who---train'd to rapine, and mur'd oc * 8 T 
Have pour'd o'er Europe your devouring flood; 
Whoſe ſwarming myriads, ſcorning e' en n 01 
Compel O er-labor'd Valour to retreat; J 
And, ſpurning Honor's antiquated laws, & 
Have join d th' aſſaſſin's with the ſoldier's cauſe; 
Impartial, ſpoil alike both friend and fo; 


Who---aiding faction. by divihons great,--- | 1 
Have ſpread huge ruin Oer each jarring late 1 by 

Who treat---and alter treaties as ye pleaſ, © 0 [ 
And that which now ye give, next moment cor 
Whoſe fierce alliance makes Hiſpania fear, ' £11 
While Holland owns your friendſhip with a tear; 
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— 


ve! who have drain'd all Europe's richeſt ſtore, 

What tho Germania, who, with ſtubborn pride, 
Check'd, for a time, your deſolating tide ; 
What tho' Germania to your numbers bend, 
Yet, think not here your glorious labors end. 


See where, proud-riſing from old Ocean's bed, 
Britannia lifts in ſcorn her tow'ring head, 
Diſdains to bend beneath your high command 
And braves the vengeance of your ruthleſs hand. 
Pretends with ſubtle art for peace to trat: 
Yet wilt not EY her 3 at OO feet. I or 


vr; 0 ; " i % 0. 3 1 0 


Tho- recent en to Callias — nne 
Whate' er her countleſs hoſts ſhall win in fight, 
Tho' ſhe from conqueſt claims the right to reign, 
Contracting Holland, Germany, and Spain, 
Tears many a province from degen rate — {OL VV 
Lords it in Venice, fixes Genoa's doom ; 1 OO 
Tho' ſhe ftill graſps whate'er her arms * won, 

And fain would make the Univerſe her own, 

In her ttis glorious Ambition Ak ls bas: 

— Shall ſne not liſten to Ambition's . 7 
Fain would ſhe ſtrive thoſe errors to:efface 
Which ſprung from Monarchy's misjudging race. 
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They poorly: bargain'd for their people's eale,' 
And gave up ſomewhat as the price of peace: 
But Nature bade, When waking from her trance, 
The world's wide circle be the bounds of France. 
This glorious doctrine ſhall our arms maintain, 
Or cruſh the pow'r that ventures to complain. 
Hence, when convluſive wars diſtract the world. 
And Empires, States are in confuſion hurl'd, 
Then we, while thickeſt clouds the day deform, 

Ride on the tempeſt and direct the ſtorm: 

Still boaſting, as we ſtretch our graſp around, 

We wiſh but to aſſert our ancient bound. 


* 


What tho' 'tis thus we conſtitute our claim, 
Shall our proud rival dare to urge the ſame ? 
Shall ſhe, from all her conq'ring arms have won 
Or t'ward the orient or the ſetting ſun, 
With rude preſumption dare, in our deſpite, 
To claim one ſingle atom as her right. 
What ſhe has won as our's we may demand, 
Since Spain and Holland bend to our command: 
And hence our other precious ſpoils among, 
To us, of right, their colonies belong. 


Can none remember, oh yes, ſure all muſt,” 
How oft, when urg'd by great Ambition's luſt, 


* 
We ſought to fpread © our all protecting hane 


In kindly love ver many a fertile _ u gung DIA 
Still has this haughty miſtreſs of the main /1 1d 
Render d our nobleſt, boldeſt projets vain 07 So od 
Stretch'd out her arms to fave ſome timid ae g T 
From our dire friendſhip, or as dreadful hate; 11715 8 


Check d our bold fancy at it's topmoſt flight, / 

Pour d on our brighteſt day the ſhades of night, 

And, tho our ſwords with fabtle art combine, 

Croſs d ev'ry plan, and blaſted each deſign. 

Een now, when we would bid fair Freedom dart 

Her influence round, ennobling ev'ry heart; 

Tho, where we march we plant her ſacred tree, 

And, greatly bounteous, bid the world be free; 

When nought we claim in Vict'ry's golden hour, 

Save our friends purſes and to guide their R „ 

When Holland, freed at once from all her care, 

Sees Navy, Commerce, Wealth diſſolve i in air, 41 

Our rivals ſay, we Anarchy have dreſt 

In Liberty 's fair name and borrow d veſt; 

Wiſhing to ſpread her foul contagion Joh: 

Till Europe's ſons in Gallia's chains are Wand. 

And add, ſtill fond to blaſt ſuperior fame, 
Our _ is alter d, but our ſcheme the ſame. 


Nenn 


Rabe we not e noble e dur pandiet EY 
By acts our bleeding country long ſhall feel; 
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Murder'd our Monarch and his helpleſs race, 

Nor ſtop'd, where Hiſt'ry dreads our ſteps to trace; 
Butcher d our Peers, and in licentious pride 
Bade worth and beauty ſwell the purple tide; 
Have we not dard, with frantic fury blind, 
Deeds, that ſhall damn the records of mankind. 


When, at ſuch coſt, we act the patriot's part; 
Shall Britain dare to ſpeak of Gallic art: 
No---Frenchmen rouſe---ſeize this ions hour, 
To cruſh the daring rival of your pow'r ; 

And,-to ſecure the palm of deathleſs fame, 
Annihilate her being and her name. 


What, tho' when Spain ſent forth his mighty band, 
Proud of his ſtrength, to ſeize this haughty land, 
When, *neath his num'rous fleet old Ocean groan'd, 
And the ſpent winds unuſual labor own'd, 

Tho' then theſe dauntleſs children of the main 
In light arm'd ſhips affail'd th' aſtoniſh'd train, 
Bade Philip's high rais d hopes at once expire, 
And his Armada wrapt in hoſtile fire: ot 


Tho' now her floating bubwarks dreadful feep 
Reſiſtleſs o'er the boſom of the deep, 


Block all our ports, and with inceſſant roar, 
Ride off our harbours and inſult our ſhore : 
C 
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While you can boaſt of no protecting fleet 

To guard your landing, or ſecure retreat; 
(Ruin'd your Navy by that daring e io elk. 

Gainſt whom your vengeance aims this deadly blow); 

Let not ſuch trifles your great ſouls depreſs, 

Your will alone ſhall conſtitute ſucceſs. 

Speak but the word---and at the potent ſound 

Each obſtacle ſhall fly that hems you round; 

No ſhips, preſumptuous, ſhall obſtruct your way, 

But fate herſelf your high beheſt obey. 

Paſs then your fiat---many a dreadful file 

Pour on this wretched, this devoted iſleQ 

There, (and ſuch aid not Gallia's ſons ſhall ſebrn) 

New troops ſhall join you, troops all Britiſh born; 

Weary of order, and deſpiſing laws, v1 

Long have their ſouls been lifted in our cauſe; 8 

Long have they panted for that glorious hour 

Shall lay their country bleeding in your pow'r. 

Hear how they hail with ſhouts the diſtant chance 

That promiſes aſſociates from France. 

See their ſtern leader, who diſdains that art 

Should veil the miſchief lurking in his heart; 

His great deſign from thoſe pure ſources ſprings, 

Selfiſh Ambition and fix'd hate to Kings. 

Would but his country leave to him her fate, 

Then full ſecure might reſt our ancient hate: 
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In him we could confide;---his rule would fpread 
Thoſe ſtorms we wiſh to raiſe round Britain's head. 
He, who once bow'd her low at Holland's feet, 
Would not refuſe on our own terms to treat: 
With him her intereſts would not weigh an hair, 
Nor would her honor claim one moment's care: 
With him how ſmooth, how pleaſant were our talk, 
More eager he to give than we to aſk ; 

He would eclipſe the ſunſhine of her pride, 
Would tear e'en former conqueſts from her ſide: 
And, that compliance might our wiſhes cloy, 

Bid Britiſh flames the: Britiſh fleet deſtroy ; 

While cloſely ſhelter d by the word Reform, 
Fell Revolution raiſed her hideous Rtorm--- 

Then Copenhagen heroes ſhould appear, 

Glorious in arms, and following in the rear 

Of correſponding clubs, the Whigs ſhould join 
And forward rapidly our great defign; 

Plunder and rapine ſhould protection claim, 
And barefac'd treaſon: prove the road to Fame. 
Fell Anarchy would thrive beneath his hand, 
And Deſolation cover all the land: 

Till, join'd and glorying in one common cauſe, 
Britain ſhould bend the neck to Gallia's laws. 


This once we might have hop'd- e er that curs'd day, 
When one vaſt mind tore the dark veil away, 


85 


And bade foul Revolution ſtand confefsd 
In all her native, blood-ſtain d horrors dreſt; 
* 


Trac'd'ev'ry winding of her ſecret ſcheme, 

And wak'd his flumb'ring country from it's dream. 
Vet, not the potent pleas of manly ſenſe, ＋ 
Deck d in the magic robe of eloquence, 

Could calm the breaſt of diſappointed Pride 

Or turn the torrent of Revenge aſide. 

Hence tho' it drove the miſts of doubt away, 

Pour'd on our darkſome ſchemes the blaze of day, 
Mov'd what of worth our Champion's cauſe had join'd, 
And left him little but the droſs behind; 

Too ſtern to bend, tho' for his country's eaſe, 

| And by firm union to command a peace: 

| | Sooner than help to ſave the public weal, 

And bid opinion yield to patriot zeal, 
Till leſs of danger might his plan attend, | . 
He ſtands determin'd to purſue his end, & 
Or (nor has here his daring purpoſe paus d) by 
To periſh in the ruin he has caus'd. 

---"Tis true the chiefs, foil'd in their great deſign, 
| Retir'd awhile in ſullen filence pine; 

j Yet ſome, retain'd, een in the Senate wait, 

In feeble efforts to ſupport debate, 

Reſolv'd and ready, with capacious mind, 

T' oppoſe, or right or wrong, whate'er's deſign d. 


"4s 2 | | | 9 
Should their tongue falter, ſtill the buſy pref 
Sends you their ſpeech, trick'd out in borrow d +l 


For pity 'twere ſuch eloquence were loſt- 
Merely cauſe modeſt fear the ſpeaker croſs d. 


While thus diſſention ſpreads her dreadful ire, 
Wakes ev'ry ſlumb'ring ſpark to vivid fire, | 
Nor doubts each mons'trous method'to employ, 
That ſtate, it may not govern, to deſtroy; 
See, by this ſtrife upheld, a motley band 
Stand ready to enlift at our command ; 
Thoſe reſtleſs ſpirits that delight in change, 
And wiſh, unfetter'd by the laws, to range, 
To level Property's protected bound, 
And ſpread, for Plunder's ſake, confuſion round. 
Beneath our ſtandard ſhall theſe patriots go, 
And help us to Septemberiſe the foe, 
Point our keen daggers gainſt ſuperior worth 
And bathe in Britiſh blood their native earth. 

Yet ſtill, my ſons, be ye with caution wiſe, 
Nor truſt the traitors by whoſe aid ye riſe. 
Embrace the means their folly ſhall impart, 
Then plunge your daggers reeking in their heart, 
And, in their bleeding country's ruin dreſt, 
Send the foul miſcreants to eternal reſt. 

Then like a torrent ruſh on ev'ry fide, 
Spreading the glorious work of ruin wide: 

5 8 8 D 
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O'er the ;cursd land with he, fury p non. 2410 b. 5 
And waſh your ſlaught'ring hands in Britiſh gores 
Let Peer and Peaſant feel your equal gage, 

The rude Mechanic arid the letter d Sage; 2 
Nor for one moment check the Work of lte. i 
Nor ſpare one victim. of your noble Hate, 
Nor beauty's blooming pride, nor ages car. 
The mother's piercing ſhriek, the infant's tear. 
Shut weak-ey'd pity from your. daring | 
And whelm, in general maſſacre, the whole. 
Remember Carthage,---urge your dreadful wax 
Thro' riſing ſmoke, that hides the face of day, 
As your bold hands the kindling fury ſpread 
O'er the high palace and the lowly. ſheds . ba 
And, to complete the taſk your country claims, 
Wrap the proud miſtreſs of the deep in flames. 
No- never liſten to the voice of Peace 

Ne'er reſt your weapons in inglorious eaſce, 
Till great Revenge, urg'd by your mighty hand, 
Blot, from creation's face, this haughty land. 
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